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“Rome was not built in a day,” 
droned the Philosopher, 

“No; but I set fire to it in 
about half-a-minute!”’ bragged the 
great Nero. 

“Which just proves,” droned 
the dreary Philosopher, “that 
the forces of Destruction are 
exactly 976 times faster than 
those of Construction,” 

“Razzberries!” interrupted 
Nero. “The only figures that in. 
terest me are those of the Danc. 


gottled 


Y so 


MOMENTS in the HISTORY OF BOTTLED CARBONATED BEVERAGES 





“Let her burn!” said Nero, 
as he dropped the fiddle and grabbed the bottle 


ing Dollies chorus. Send ’em in. 
As for you,” pointing to the 


Philosopher, “you can go to 


b he 
lazes! Ms « 


“No use talking,” said Nero, 
settling himself for a pleasant 
afternoon as the third fire alarm 
rang out, “there’s just one way 
to keep cool on a hot day... 
Boy, bring on a few more bottles 
of carbonated beverages. Those 
zippy drinks go right straight to 
the thirsty spot!” 






AMERICAN 
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THERB’S A BOTTLER IN YOuvUR TOWN 
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JUVGING™ BOOKS 


(v= Les (‘‘Have-You-Heard- 
’ the-Latest-One-About” ) Mac- 
Arthur our best-known 
Clown about Town, we naturally 
expected his war story to be a 
Peck’s Bad Boy on the Western 
Front. He hasn’t disappointed. 
His “War Bugs,” the intimate 
history of his artillery outfit’s so- 
journ in France, isn’t so much a 
legitimate, moving, 
work as it is a 


being 


lasting war 


rambunctious, 


wisecracking gagman’s view of 
the holocaust. At core, it’s an 
anecdoting on two wars, one 


which Private MacArthur and 
Co. fought with its officers and 
the other which it fought with the 
Heinies. Thus we get a succes- 


sion of elegant, sacrilegious sar- 


casms at the expense of the 
Great God Sam Browne, min 
gled with occasional vivid de 
scriptions of battles and hard 


ships done in the Thomason man 
ner and enough to sweep the 
off feet. But Mac 
Arthur’s the sort of person who 
silk hat without 
reaching for a snowball. For: 


reader his 


can't see a 


Rarely does he sustain these 
bursts of fine writing. Rarely 
does he allow anything human or 
searching to creep into his pages. 
He the Til Eulen- 
spiel and professional hard guy 
to attain a dignified, incisive un- 
derstanding of what he went thru. 
He is too fond of officer-baiting to 
be great. He loves telling of how 
the boys put crabs in Lieutenant 
So-and-So’s bed; swiped officers’ 
rations, etc. His war-glorified 
rough-housing gets a little colle- 
giate at times. His wells of war 
emotions seem pretty dry. 


is too much 


Please don’t get the idea too 
firmly in mind we don’t like the 
book. We do—enormously. It’s 
only that we're awfully sensitive 
on the matter of war books and 
cannot see this particular one as 
one to write editorials about. We 
like it as we'd like a hard-boiled 
vodvil show about the war. It 
contains much that was true of 
tough Yanks in war and much 
It lacks that certain 
dignified and universal something 
that made us shout our heads off 


that wasn’t. 


about “All Quiet on the Western 
Front,” written by a lad who 
looked on the same war as did 


MacArthur—and saw more than 
the bare bones of a grouse, a gag 
and a boner by headquarters. 


—Tep SHANE 






























Here’s Nunnatty Jounson, a popular 
other magazines, telling 


” 


“I've hatched 
with MENTHOL-ICED 


“ Yim —I used to look on shaving 

J as an unavoidable time waster. 
Then one day you sold me on the idea 
of cool lather. Well—I’ve stayed sold 
ever my first morning with 
Menthol-iced. It’s a great wake-up 
tonic—cool, tingling, refreshing! When 
the lather goes on my face, I start to 
think of the story I want to write, and 
when I’m finished shaving, I’m all 
set for the day’s work—my face feels 
as clean and smooth as if I’d been 
shaved by the Prince of Wales’ 
barber...” 


since 


The Young Man’s Shave 


There’s a triple-cool, pep-up-and-go 
feeling in a Menthol-iced shave that’s 


MENN&h 


For the Modern 


—2 kinds of 

Mennen Shaving Cream 

Menthol-iced in the 
orange-striped carton, 


Without 





writer fi r Thi 


Jim Henry, Men 


menthol in the 
green-striped carton, 


Mennen Skin Balm—the 
cooling cream.like lotion 
in a tube. Non-greasy. 


Mennen Talcum for Men 
—the natural-tint man’s 
‘ powder that does not show. 


FOR THE SHAVE 


 NUNNALLY JOHNSON tells j- 





Saturday E 


nen salesman, why 


ening Post and 
he likes cool shaves. 


many a plot 


lather on my face” 


typically young—modern! For—as 
skin specialists have found—Men- 
thol-iced does three definite things 
to your skin: (1) tones tired facial 
nerves, (2) heals minute shaving abra- 
sions, (3) protects the skin... 
2 TyPes OF MENNEN— 

with or without menthol 
Mennen is the only manufacturer 
who makes two kinds of cream: 
Mennen without menthol in the green- 
striped carton—for years the standby 
of millions of men. Now—Menthol- 
iced in the orange-striped carton. Both 
creams have Dermutation—the ex- 
clusive Mennen process of softening 
the beard, lubricating the blade, and 
toning the skin. 


Shave 









AFTER THE SHAVE 


margin below and sead it to Menocn C 


Newark, N.J. Dept. J-- 


Send for a trial tube of Mennen Menthgl-iced, and Skin Balm. Just write your name 
Free—14 Cool Shaves! and address in the ! i 
1 
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Studebaker President Eight Convertible 
Cabriolet $1895. The Commander Fight 
Convertible Cabriolet is $1645. The Com- 
mander Six Convertible Cabriolet $1495. 
Open or closed, at your pleasure... or the 
weather's. Six wire wheels and luggage 
grid standard equipment. Prices at the 
factory. Bumpers and spare tires extra. 





“That's the height of something!” 


*Yeh—record performance.” 


“He should have as many records to 
his credit as my Studebaker President 
—that's the height of everything in 


motor car performance!” 


ND we can prove it! Mark the 
long lithe beauty of this world 
champion President Eight—a sprint 
Star awaiting the gun! Ready for a 
lope or a dash... eager to match 
your mood in a cross-country run or 
a cross-town spurt. Like a champion 
weight-man, its supple curves con- 
ceal smooth, rippling power and 
unflagging energy. And its perform- 
ance bears out its promise... for 
Studebaker’s President Eight is 
champion of the world in speed and 
endurance ... built by the world’s 
largest manufacturer of eights. 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 
There is a new danger in avia- According to our Assistant At a recent chemical conven 
tion nowadays. An aviator com- Secretary of the Treasury, a tion, a prediction was made that 
ing down on a field after making project is now under considera- American farmers would eventu 
a new record is liable to collide tion for the erection of a ten-mil- ally find relief through chemistry 
with others just starting out to lion-dollar barbed wire fence rather than politics. American 
break it. along the Canadian border. Mil- bootleggers, however, have found 
lions for defense, but not one considerable relief through both. 
Now that a university protes- cent for tribute! 
sor has advised male graduates The man who used to wear 
to become snobs and marry the And as President Hoover has both a belt and suspenders, now 
boss’ daughter, co-eds, we ima denied that Mr. Lowman was has a daughter who wears noth 
gine, will go them one better and asked to resign, it appears that ing else and calls them her swim- 
marry the boss. our chief executive is still satis ming suit. 
tied with “The Man Behind the 
Guns.” 




































































“But, Judge, couldn’t you make it the first two weeks in August?” 
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BLOWSY WENCH 


Any time you want gravy-boats cheap, girls, see me; I got 


a pull in a china-shop. 





BIFFS 


PROWLER ON Ks 


SER 


“The prettiest women,” asserted Fitz- 


hugh Steinbaum, the Duke of Eastern Parkway, “always marry 


“é 


the biggest fools!” 


fluted Sibyl with her sibilant voice. 


after the stories I’ve heard about dentists? 


Did You Know That— 


The death of King Solomon 
made more widows than the last 
Mexican Revolution? 

A long nose doesn’t pick up a 
scent any better than a short one, 
only sooner? 

Jonah was really a stowaway 
and the whale never knew he was 
along? 

Fifty million Frenchmen were 
wrong when they thought Napo- 
leon couldn't be licked? 

When automobiles first came 
out horses were afraid of them 
and got so scared they jumped 
around, but that it took pedes- 
trians longer to get in the habit 
of doing the same thing? 


—R. C. O’Brien 


What Every Rural Driver 
Knows 


The trouble with contented 
cows is that when they are on the 
highway they are perfectly con- 
tented to stay there. 


The movie houses are twenty 
degrees cooler than the street 


these days, and some of the act- 
ing isn’t so hot either. 





“You've got plenty now, Mac, stop digging bait, and we'll 


Aw, hooie, try yer flattery on someone else!” 
I should take gas, Doctor— 


make it a fishing trip.” 


Dorothy’s Diary 


Monday—Just arrived at The 
Eppus Mountain House for my 
vacation. 


A nice enough place, 
but no 


eligible men around. 
There's one little cross-eyed bird 
named Moe I was introduced to 
in the Bowling Alleys. He looks 
like Ben Turpin. Only a mother 
could love a specimen like that. 
I’m sorry I ever came. 

Tuesday—Rained most of the 
day. Two men over 
were helped off the afternoon 
train. Moe came around in a 
snappy little roadster and asked 
me to take a ride with him. 
There was nothing else to do, so 
I went. Just discovered he stut- 
ters too. 

Wednesday—Sat on the porch 
with the Rocking Chair Brigade 
all morning. After lunch Moe 
showed me his speed boat on the 
lake and I went for a sail with 
him. What else could I do? At 
least, he wears pants. 

Thursday—Three men just ar- 
rived on the bus. With them came 


seventy 





























three wives and a grand total of 
twenty kids. Two of the males 
are bald and the other wears a 
wig. Moe prese nted me with a 
new tennis racket and beat me in 
three sets this afternoon. I just 
discovered he owns five hundred 
shares of Radio at Thirty. 

Friday—Moe’s folks drove up 
for the week-end in a nifty Rolls 
Rover with a shofer and a foot- 
man. Moe’s father is president 
of The Security Trust Company. 
His mother was ve ry nice to me. 
Wonder if crossed eyes can be 
cured? Well, what difference 
does it make? 

Saturday—Moe has a seat on 
the Stock Exchange! I’m sure 
stuttering can be cured. Napo- 
leon was small, wasn’t he? 

Sunday Moe and I went horse- 
back riding together all morn- 
ing. After dinner he took movies 
of me with his camera and told 
me I was the sweetest girl he had 
ever filmed. At supper I found 
a bouquet of roses at my place 
and his mother presented me 
with the sweetest little cameo 
you ever saw. Moe and I strolled 
by the lake in the evening and 
he de scribe d his Park Ave nue 
apartment to me. 

Monday—Darling Moe and I 
are to be married on October 
first! I’m the happiest girl in 
the world! 

Artuur L. LippMann 


A Scotchman wouldn’t walk a 
mile for a Camel; he’d hitch- 


hike it. 
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“One pound of liver, please.” 


Substitution 


When you buy a second-hand 
car from a Scotchman the only 
new part on it is the speedometer. 


People shouldn’t go away out 
from shore all by themselves and 
drown; they should stay in close 
where there are life guards to 
help ‘em. 


The atom, we believe, is the 
smallest unit of matter. The 
smallest unit of time is the in- 
terval between the time the traffic 
light changes to green and the 
guy in the car behind you honks 
for you to go ahead. 


—R. C. O’Brien 
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FILM SCANDAL PROBE LOOMS 
Hollywood Gaga as Ginsberg Tells All! 
By 
S. J. Perelman, Hollywood Correspondent 


Houttywoop, July 18.—Up till last Tuesday 
things around Hollywood had been rather quiet. 
Only three directors had been murdered in their 
palatial apartments and none of the important 
screen luminaries had given an ether party for over 
a week. Less than thirty di- 


vorces were granted to film —=—=_ 


stars, and the screen colony 
was yawning over last Sunday's 
dirty stories. Then, like a bolt 
from the blue or My Annapolis 
and You, came the red-hot ex- 
posé on Hal Roach’s Gang of 
Rascals. 

The blow-off is directly due 
to Martin van Buren, a retired 
Turkish huckster of Turkish 
and huck towels, who formerly 
lived in Penury, Long Island, 
but had come West to enter the 
lispies. Arriving in Hollywood, 
he changed his name to Gins- 
berg and soon rose to promi- 
nence in the croaking pictures. 





“Pass the mustard—Joe!” 


His performance in the sound parts of “Loves of 
an Actress” won such acclaim that he was promoted 
to wardrobe mistress in the “Our Gang’ Comedies. 

“I thought, like the great film public, that I was 
dealing with a group of youngsters,” said Mr. Gins 
berg yesterday when [ interviewed him in his 
#4,000,000 bathtub in Beverly Hills. “When | 
think of the unsuspecting dope that I was, I feel 
like laughing tonelessly.”” He laughed tonelessly 
several times while I regarded him narrowly. 

“There was a little tone in that last peal of 
laughter, Ginsberg, old man,” I corrected. “Better 
try it over again on your laugh- 
er.’ He obliged with ready 
insouciance, and this time alli 
tones were lacking. <A_ valet 
near at hand measured out a 
morning dose of seven thousand 
grains of morphine and carried 
in several bushels of press cut- 
tings. 

“Don’t mince words with me, 
Ginsberg,” I warned, fingering 
my gat. “You are talking to 
the Press and twelve million 
fans are waiting.” 

“Tl talk, Perelman,” shud- 
dered Ginsberg hoarsely. “Do 
you know Joe Cobb in the ‘Our 
Gang’ Comedies ?”’ 

“You mean the fat boy?” I 



































For reason the outdoor 


SOM 


queried with 


raised eyebrows. 
Fat boy nothing,” sobbed Gins- 
‘He's thirty-eight 
old! He's married to Baclanova, 
and they've 
The oldest 


berg. years 
children. 
Yale and 
a police com- 
missioner in York!” 

“Not Whalen?” I 
cried. “Why, we newspapermen 
thought , 

“That he was Farina’s brother?” 
“Not on your 
Farina is Walter Dam- 
New York violinist hid- 
of Belgian 
sworn 


got tour 
boy is In 
the second boy s 


Ne w 


Grover 


sneered Ginsberg. 
life. 
rosch, a 


ing 
hares 


from a_ society 


who have ven- 
x ance dn 
“But 


vengeance on him?” was my puz- 


why have they sworn 


zled question. 


“For hiding,’ replied Gins 
berg. ‘He should not have hid 
den. He, by the way, is married 


to Douglas 
live in Indianapolis in a disused 
lumber yard.” 

“And the little freckled boy in 


Fairbanks and they 


the comedies and the darling 
blonde girl?” I whispered. “Or 
are they Lupe Velez?” 

“And who is Lupe Velez?” 


parrie d Ginsberg. ‘“‘Who indeed 
but that arch-plotter, the brains 
of Britain’s spy system, the mys- 
terious Mr. X of the affair of the 
Missing Matzoths, John Riddell, 
otherwise Corey Ford!” 

“Gad, the 
the man!” I groaned. 


diabolic cunning of 
“Then the 
airplane plans of the Privy Coun- 
cil Committee 

“Have 


Ginsberg. 


been stolen!” thundered 

But the shock 
too much for me, and a black ty- 
phoon dizzied my brain. “Quick, 


was 
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dancers decide to come indoors. 
Masters, bring Mr. Perelman a 
glass of sherry!” ordered Gins- 
berg to the valet. 

“And a Swiss cheese sandwich 
on rye with Russian dressing,” I 
added faintly. “I haven’t eaten 
since last Pushover.”’ As I chewed 
the diamond-studded sandwich 
which Masters had brought on a 
solid gold tray, I recounted my 
experiences to my sympathetic 
listeners; how I had left my hus 
band, how I had tramped_ the 
streets looking for honest work. 
of my encounter with that fiend 
Trotzky in the Turkish bath, and 
of my visit to the roadhouse. 

“Well, that is all past 
child,” kind old Mr. 


berg, drawing my chair up to the 


said Gins 











now, 


fire. “‘And I can offer you a po- 
sition as private secretary if you 
My ar 
duous duties as score-keeper in a 
ball park occupy all my time, and 
if you will estate I 
will support you in luxury.” 


care to remain with us. 


manage my 


And tonight, as I sit in the 
library sewing initials on a tiny 


garment for little August, my 
eyes fill with tears as I think of 
all Mr. Ginsberg has done for a 
simple little country girl whom 
he befriended one snowy night. 
Oh, can I ever thank 
kind benefactor as the apple 
blossoms filter slowly down into 
my ears in this lovely old Con- 
necticut orchard far from 
the strifes and cares of the jute 
mill! 


how my 


away 


Read well my story, girls 
of America, and your 
next warns you, do not 
saw her in half as I did, but chop 
and wash well, seal the caps by 


when 
mother 


boiling, and put the jars on a cool 
shelf. The next article by Chris- 
tina Buzzell pre- 
serving for home needs will ap- 


Perelman on 


pear in an early issue. 


Too Cold 


An Eskimo stalwart named Ed 
To a Chilled Movie 
led 
Now he’s back in his home— 
In his igloo in Nome 
With a very bad cold in the head! 
—ArtTuuR L. LippMANN 


Palace was 














husband to furnish the home. 
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' ANCIENT SOURCES OF MODERN INVENTIONS 


Hi The Printing Press 
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The Diary of an Absent- 
Minded Fella 


Monday 
Can’t understand the Sey- 
mours. I asked them to dinner 


tonight at the Club and they 
Called them 
on the phone, but they were out. 
I’m sure I invited them for 
Monday. 


never showed up. 


Tuesday 
Still can’t understand the Sey- 
mours. I asked them to dinner 
last night at the Club. They called 
me up today to say they were 
coming tonight, so I had to take 
them and pay for last night as 
well because of reservations. Sey - 
mour must be going cuckoo. | 
wish I could remember where I 
put my little memo book I keep 
dates in. I'd like to pin that on 
old Seymour. 
Wednesday 
Had a funny experience at the 
Belasco Theatre this evening. 
The man at the door said I had 
tickets for Monday night. I said 
they couldn’t be for Monday, be- 
cause I was having the Seymours 
to dinner at the Club and did he 
think I was flighty? He said he 
didn’t know about that but that 
the tickets were for Monday... 
That reminds me, I wonder why 
Elsie Hood gave me that dirty 
look last night at the Club? 
Could I have asked her to go to 
the Belasco with me? Nonsense, 
and yet I seem to have had two 
tickets. ... I must find that little 
memo book. 
Thursday 
Found my little memo book. I 
happened to mention it to Mea- 
dows and he said it was in my 





























Trap shooting in Scotland. 


vest pocket where I always carry 
it, and sure enough it was. Any- 
how, Seymour was right after all 
and so was Elsie Hood. I’ve got 
them both down for Monday 
night. I don’t see how I could 
have done a thing like that... . 
I'll send her some flowers in the 
morning. ... 




















Sentimental lady has car carry flag that is automatically lowered 
to half-mast when anyone is hit. 


Friday 
Got the flowers off all right to 
Elsie. The Bank called me up 
to say I’m overdrawn again. 
Can’t understand why. I ex- 
plained that I had made a deposit 
by mail. They say they didn't 
get it. I’m sure I gave the letter 
to Meadows to post. Guess I'll 
have to let Meadows go! 
Saturday 
Went to the Bank this morn- 
ing to straighten out my balance. 
The cashier said I was still over- 
drawn and thanked me for the 
flowers. ... What flowers? I 
didn’t send that nit-wit any 
flowers! Later Seymour called 
up to say he had received a check 
from me. Meadows must have 
sent the bank deposit to him. 
Sunday 
Called up the Bank to explain 
about that deposit and they were 
closed. Hope they haven't gone 
to the wall. 
—Georce MITCHELL 
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Here’s How You Felt 


Four dignified, elderly gentle 
men, wearing the conventional 
frock coats of big business, sat 
around a mahogany table in the 
directors’ room of the Arrow Felt 
Co., Ine. In the center of the 
table reposed a strip of felt. 

The directors puffed on their 
expensive cigars and blew thick 
billows of smoke toward the 
ceiling. 

At length the president broke 
the tense silence: 

“In order to acquaint the 
board of directors with the facts 
let me state right here that felt 
is made from sheep’s wool.” 

Does the reverse hold true?” 
asked the vice-president, peering 
“That is: 
can sheep’s wool be made from 


felt?” 


over his spectacles. 
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How tro Start Trouspie in Turkey 






Reach for a Lucky instead of a Fatima. 


This remark was ignored by 


“My four-year-old daughter can 
recite ‘Baa, baa, black sheep, 


the president, who, clearing his 
throat, said: ‘“‘Felt is made by said the treasurer, beaming. 
mixing, willowing, teasing, scrub- The president rapped for order 


and glowered at the treasurer. 


bing and carding sheep’s wool.” 


“I repeat, gentlemen: Felt is 





made by mixing, willowing, teas- 
TS 

The secretary, interrupting, 
said: “I think it’s mean to tease 
sheep.” 

“Tl bet you wouldn't dare 
tease a ram——he'd ram you,” said 
the vice-president. 

The president continued: “In 
the manufacture of thread-struc- 
ture felts, wools possessing the 
quality of felting in a high de- 
gree are naturally selected.” 








“In that case,” said the treas- 
urer, suddenly, ‘a person both- 
ered by insomnia might just as 
well count felt hats as sheep.’ 


Restaurant that caters to 
people who like to help them- 


selves to a midnight snack. 


























y yawned. “When 
I can’t get to sleep I count lamb 
chops going over a fence.” Then, 
afterthought, he added 
“with lots of brown gravy and 


‘The secretary 


is in 


mint sauce 
said the vice 
president, thoughtfully, “I'd like 
my lambs to give their wool for 
felt shoulder pads.” 

“If I was you,” said the presi 
dent, gritting his teeth, “I'd close 
my trap!” 


“If I was a ewe, 


“There is a large market for 
felt gun wadding,” said the treas 
urer, making some rapid calcu 
lations. 

“Te, 
a catch in his voice, “every time 
a cartridge is fired it takes the 
wool off 


the treasurer said, with 


some poor innocent 
lamb.” 

“Not if you’re shooting ducks,” 
said Mr. Wormley. “When I 
shoot ducks, it doesn’t take the 


wool off nothing, but it knocks 


h outta the ducks. ... I am 
in A number 1 shot.” 

“T like lamb hash with a 
poached egg,” said the vice-presi 
dent. “Let's open a restaurant 
and give the felt business the 
20 by.” 


“It just so happens,” said the 
president, “that our charter calls 
for the manufacture of felt prod 
ucts and not for lamb hash. Is 


“‘Here’s a case for you, officer! 


guy!” 
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SuPER-SALESMAN—TI quess the fish aren’t worm conscious today. 





Lookit what I found on this 








there any new or unfinished busi 
ness to come. before this meet 
ing?” 

“My oldest boy got a sheep 
skin from Hobart this spring,” 
said the treasurer, proudly. 

“That very diploma may be 
part of the husband of the ewe 
who furnished the wool for my 
felt bedroom slippers,’ said the 
secretary. 

The president said: “Don’t say 
‘ewe who’ at a male directors’ 
meeting, Gurlick; you'll get into 
trouble some time.” 

The vice-president started to 
whistle: “When It’s Shearing 
Time in Old Montana.” The 
three other directors joined in the 
chorus and filed out of the inner 
sanctum one by one, headed for 
a lunch wagon and four large 
platters of Irish lamb stew. 


—Jack CLUETT 
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This Sounds Better Than Prohibition, Even 


ORLD-WIDE regeneration is about to be pulled 
off. Fasting is going to do the trick, take it 


from Dr. George H. Aron of Chicago. If all 
goes as per schedule, Dr. Aron and a staff of expert 
fasters will leave on July 22 for a thousand-acre 
estate in the Rocky Mountains, where they plan to 
indulge in an “ideal fast” lasting from forty to 
ninety days. The period will depend, no doubt, not 
on the tenacity of the fasters, but on the length of 
time it really takes to “hypnotize and re-educate the 
world’s subconscious mind by holding the perfect vi- 
sion during fasting.” 

Did you know that fifty multi-millionaires in Wall 
Street are secret fasters? Did you know that fast- 
ing solves the sex, marriage and economic problems? 
That fasting is the straight road to beauty, health, 
wealth, love and usefulness? That industrial effi- 
ciency can be increased a thousand per cent. through 
fasting? That the brotherhood of man can be un- 
folded, war outlawed and world peace secured, the 
world-wide inferiority complex crushed, clairvoyancy 
achieved, the sleeping millions awakened, a world 
society of star performers created and the superman 
made to arrive pretty —all through fasting? 
Free lectures making this clear have been going on 
in Chicago. And they don’t take up 

Incidentally the fasters have two good practical 
ideas. The farm problem is to be solved by the 
Government taking the money appropriated for sub- 
sidies, buying up farms and letting them lie fallow, 
while the remaining farms would prosper by raising 
only the amount of food needed by a nation of fast- 
ers. The other idea is that the President and Con- 
gress should be chosen not by popular vote, but by 
a Department of Vocational Guidance, on the basis 
of scientific character analysis. We haven't figured 
out just where fasting comes into this, but we’ll bet 
it does. 

Don’t get the idea that it’s all heavy stuff like 
that. There are playful and romantic angles, too. 
We are told that Mr. and Mrs. Fasting have three 
charming daughters, to whom it has been our privi- 
lege to be introduced. They are known as Miss 
Physical Elimination, Miss Mental Concentration 
and Miss Spiritual Illumination. And at each lec- 
ture there’s a “golden-throated soprano” who sings 
the fasters’ theme song, “Oh! Sweet Mystery of Life 
at Last I Found You.” 


soon 


any collection! 


= 








One more advantage remains to be mentioned. 
Fasting is cheap, a good deal cheaper than any other 
diet we ever heard of. It leaves you with a lot of 
money to contribute to the building fund which is 
going to make Chicago lead the world in free public 
facilities for fasting. 

* * * 


] DB lee UssION is going on about changing the rules 
of tennis to abolish the first service fault. The 
cannonball service has been so perfected that the 
server has a tremendous advantage. It results in 
stretching out too many sets to deuce and beyond, 
and tends to make the game one of endurance more 
than skill. Not to mention the time lost in chasing 
the ball that has been served over the backstop into 
the thickest of the shrubbery, or in stopping to re 
turn the ball of the demon server who keeps yelling 
“thank you” from the third court down the line. 
Yes, limiting the server to one shot seems a good 
idea. Next, will they please abolish all players 
who call “ready?” before every serve? 


Amateuriana 


D hecaialy GoopMan of Omaha, twenty years old, had 

the lowest score of the fourteen hundred players 
in the qualifying round for the open golf champion- 
ship. His showing at Winged Foot was creditable 
and his modest demeanor was more than might have 
been expected, considering the ballyhoo that pre 
ceded him from his home town. Having no money 
for his fare, he worked his way east on a cattle train. 
Several golf clubs had offered to pay his expenses, 
but he declined “because he has strict ideas about 
the amateur status.” We were told that “he caddies 
for money but he plays golf because he likes the 
game.” And yet “he hopes to obtain a professional’s 
berth.” Now there’s a fine batch of inconsistencies 
for you. It may not be Johnny’s fault. Perhaps a 
too zealous press agent is responsible. But the fact 
that such stuff can be put over in the public prints 
shows once again that we are quite incapable of 
thinking straight about amateurism. 


Younger Generation Notes. No. 48 


1)" Bearp reports that in the past year thirty-six 
gold honor medals have been awarded to Boy 
Scouts who risked their own lives to save othcrs. 


| eS 












































ee 


Rat be 
| te 0 Ms a 
+ | 4) 
| : ? 
| | rh 











: pb fe Cw. ; ie 





JUDGE 








% 


fie 


et 





ion 


th i 
Bill, the window cleaner, finds the vibrator a great help in his business. 


Vote for Feasley 
When the bell sounded, I told 


Pearl not to come in from the 
kitchen and I opened the front 
door myself. 

“Good morning, sir,’ said a 
youngish man in a tweed sport 
suit, “my name is Feasley, and 
I'd like you to vote for me. I 
am doing this to help myself 
to——_”’ 

“Is that so?” I interrupted. 
“I know your racket, my friend. 
You want me to subscribe to The 
Weekly Dishrag so that you can 
complete your studies at the Im- 
perial College of Taxidermy. If 
I will give you my subscription 
for two years, your magnanimous 
publishers will throw in, free of 
charge, a complete set of the 


works of Marie Corelli. Ive 
been out in the suburbs a week 
and my vote has been solicited by 
thirty-five young students wish- 
ing me to lubricate the road to 
Higher Learning. I got all the 
magazines I want, and besides, 
my wife’s eyes are bad and she 
isn’t allowed to read. So duck, 
before I sic Towser on you.” 

“Another candidate for Phi 
Beta Kappa,” I called up to 
Pearl. “The sixth this week 
and the second today.” 

I shooed about thirty more 
Seekers After Knowledge away 
from the front door the rest of 
that summer, and by the time 
autumn rolled around and I took 
down the screens, I could spot a 
scholastic vote-getter a mile away. 

One afternoon I was driving 
the roadster up from the village 
at a pretty good clip. About a 
mile this side of my house the 
local motorcycle cop signaled me 
to pull over to the curb, and I 
knew what I was in for. 

“Sorry,” grinned the cop, tak- 
ing out his book. “Gotta give 
you a ticket. Third offense, and 
it’s going to go bad with vou.” 

“T wasn’t making a mile over 
twenty-five,” I protested. ‘‘This 
is an outrage.” 

“You'll have to tell that to 
Judge Feasley,” said the cop. 

“Judge who?” I asked, with a 
sinking feeling inside. 

“Judge Feasley,” replied the 
cop. “He was elected to the 
County Traffic Court last week.” 

—ArtuHuR L. LippMaAnn 





Host—Here’s a little something we made ourselves. 
































Two Excavation Laborers 


Meet for Lunch 


“Hello, Pat, how’s things over 
at the Broadway arena?” 
“Pretty fair, Tony. We played 
to a crowd at ‘ 
The sidewalks 
What kind of a 
part you got in the ‘Pit,’ Tony?” 
“T ain’t such a helluva lot, Pat 
just atmosphere, as the boys 
eall it. Walk around with a 
shovel, you know, an’ look dirty. 
Boss promised he'd let me do a 
pick-axe solo last week, but they 
give it to a lousy Swede instead.” 
“Oh, well, we all gotta start at 
the bottom, Tony, an’ work up 
to a street job. Drivin’ a Mack 
You'll probably 
make the drillers’ chorus pretty 
What kind of a produc 
tion is the ‘Pit’ anyhow?” 
“Small show, Pat. We're only 
putting up a ten-story office build- 
ing. Not scenery an 
props to get the kind of house 
our talent deserves. 
only had a 


capacity vester- 


day’s matinée. 


were jammed. 


or somethin’. 


soon, 


enough 


Now if we 
derrick, or 
even a couple of them winches—” 


five-ton 


“Yea, you need them things 
—they help a show over. We got 
some new stuff last week. <A 


rock tractor an’ two new steam 
shovels, an’ boy, what lighting 
effects our electrician gets outa 
a couple dozen are lights. Don’t 
see how he does it!” 

“Uh-huh, hot stuff! Maybe you 
got us stopped on lighting effects, 
but you should of heard the pro- 
logue our riveters handed out 
yesterday. Say, it knocked ’em 
dead. The gallery even started 
stamping time with their feet.” 


“That reminds me. Our star 


steam shoveler, Mahoney, took 
sick yesterday and his under- 
study took his place. It was an 


evening 
with him 


what 
green an’ the 
crowd an’ lights an’ everything, 
the poor kid got stage fright. It 
was a howl.” 

“Did he get the gate?” 

“Naw! He dropped his scoop 
of rocks everywhere but in the 
truck, but listen to this—The 
audience thought it was done on 
purpose! Everybody’s _ telling 
their friends about how funny the 
new comedian in the ‘Pit’ is. 
Can you tie that?” 

“Yea, that’s hot.” 

“By the way, Pat, maybe I'll 


performance an’ 
being 
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EDEPLIMEE® LEEKS J, PROBE 


Weather clear, track fast, Bubbling Humor in the third, 
Laverne Perelman up, Justice Holmes and Brandeis dissenting. 
“Did you hold a mirror to her mouth to see if she was still 


breathing?” snapped a sawbones. 


“Yep,” 


reported his nurse. 


“She opened her eyes, took one look, and reached for a lipstick!” 
Take off the false moustache, Charlotte, you can’t fool them 


with a Charlotte ruse like that! 


run over and take in the ‘Arena’ 
next Saturday afternoon. We 
find we don't get enough of a 
crowd to run a Saturday matinée 
any more.” 

“Fine, Tony. Here’s a couple 
of passes. Bring the girl friend.” 

“Why, that’s nice of you, Pat. 
I'll sure be there. Well, there’s 
the whistle. I got to be getting 
back to my public!” 


A. W. Kniacut 


Will It Come to This? 


A pplicant—I want a job help- 
ing to enforce prohibition. 

Dry Chief—Which branch of 
the service do you prefer? 

“The artillery.” 


In spite of the large number 
of artists drawing comic strips, 
each one seems to eeeeeeeek! out 
a living. 
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stages as a boy. 


HAT the great art of vaudeville is on its last legs 


and is calling desperately for the doctor has 
been apparent to everyone for the last few 


years. How it has managed to survive even this long 
is somewhat of a mystery. For if ever a form of 
entertainment was allowed to get into a rut, vaude 
ville is its name. Not a new idea, not a single trace 
of originality or invention, has been brought to it 
for almost twenty years and, as a consequence, it has 
presented itself for at least a decade and a half as 
the lowest form of theatrical entertainment, except- 
ing perhaps only the half-woman-half-man at Hu- 
bert’s Museum, home of the flea circus. 


Not long ago, I took a look at what was going 


on in several vaudeville theatres and what I saw 
there was almost exactly what I had seen on similar 


And that goes for the squirting 


dill pickle joke, too. As a matter of record, heavily 
jocose allusions to the moist propensity of the Ger- 
man national flower were promulgated from two out 
of the three stages that I surveyed. 


The same old 
1895 acrobats with the same old dirty handkerchief 


and the same o'd “whoops,” the same old sidewalk 
conversationalists with jokes filched from back num- 


bers of the comic weeklies, the same old sketch about 
the burglar who turns out to be the detective or vice 
versa, and the same old clog dancers were still in 


evidence. And, accompanying them, were the vener- 
able fat women in white spangled evening gowns 
crooning popular songs, the venerable piano and red 


standing-lamp that have appeared in every vaude- 
ville dramatic sketch since vaudeville began, the ven- 
erable hoofers dressed as sailors who periodically 
interrupt their stepping to exchange presumable 
nifties, and the even more venerable gent who comes 
out with a cigar-box converted into a pseudo-violin 
and plays what is blandly announced as music. 

On not one of the stages that I inspected was there 


anything that I hadn’t seen in one form or another 
in the vaudeville theatres of the Middle West years 
and years ago. 
been added to some of the bills, but they only go to 
show to what extremities vaudeville has been forced 
to keep alive at all. 
terrible, the bulk of the programs consisted in the 
sort of stuff that entertained a generation now in the 
grave. I have mentioned the dill pickle joke. Be 

lieve me or not, it still has company in the vaudeville 
halls in the one about the grapefruit possessed of 
similar effusive qualities, the one about opera singers’ 
taste for garlic, the one about the Scotchman who 
was kilt, and the one about the surgeon who left his 
instruments in the patient after the operation. Only 
the ones about the chicken crossing the road and I’ve 
got-a-sister-Lena were missing, and I have a feeling 
that if I had gone to some other vaudeville theatre 
I'd have duly heard them. 

To what the vaudeville entrepreneurs attribute the 
death of vaudeville, I don’t know. Doubtless, fol- 
lowing formula, to the movies, talkies, radio, auto- 
mobile, dance halls and everything else but the real 
reason. That reason is simply the aforesaid entre- 
preneurs’ own lack of imagination and resource, and 
general incompetence. They have killed vaudeville— 
for which we should all be properly thankful—by 
sitting back in their chairs and doing nothing about 
it. And it has died of inanition. Now and again, a per- 
former drafted from the legitimate theatre or music 
show stage manages to give it a moment of life, but 
soon thereafter the twenty-year-old standbys come 
on again, do their wet-blanket tricks and it there- 
upon promptly lies down, rolls over and expires. 

It is significant to note that Variety, which orig- 
inally started out as a vaudeville journal, now devotes 
only a couple of pages to it, and those, it is plain, 

(Continued on page 29) 


Moving pictures, true enough, have 


Aside from these movies, all 











Theatre 


_“The Little Show” (Music Box)— 
There's some real humor on tap here. 
“Skidding” (Bayes But doggone 
little of anything here. 
“Hot Chocolates” (Hudson 


ladies and gentlemen in song and dance. 


“Bird in Hand” (Morosco)—Diverting 
monkeyshines in an English inn. You'll 
get a lot of chuckles out of it. 

“Street Scene” (Piayhouse)—Life in 
a side-street tenement 4 play that I 
commend to your notice 


“The Perfect Alibi” (Hopkins)—If you 





like detective stuff, you'll be entertained “Bamboola” (Royale)—More of the 
by it same 

“Hold Everything” (Broadhurst) — “Grand Street Follies” (Booth)—A 
Kicking, warbling and wise-cracking. divertissement that tries altogether too 


Good pastime hard to be clever 


Digest 


“Follow Thru” (46th Street) —The best 


“Nice Women” (Longacre)—Very poor 
of its kind currently on exhibition. 


comedy built out of stale materials, but 


with a good performance by Sylvia Sidney. 
“Journey's End” (Miller)—Not up to ’ 
“What Price Glory?”, but a good war “Brothers” (48th Street)—Zero. 


play. “The New Moon” (Imperial)—Some 
. . - likely voices and some fair songs. 

“A Night in Venice” (Shubert)—As <i. Ga a ae a 
I've said before, it’s Dr. Healy who is the Let Us Be Gay” (Little)—A comedy 
ecard here. : about marital alarms that will entertain 

you. 

“Great Day” (Cosmopolitan)—Vincent “Whoopee” (New Amsterdam)— 
Youmans’ latest score. Ziegfeld pius Cantor. 
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IT’S LITTLE THINGS LIKE THIS THAT LEAVE A STING 
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“Never mind those two, lady; better ones inside!” 
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G. Wetrs has written a movie scenario. 
The King Who Was A King,” and presented 
* it in novel form. As a movie. it is long. 


dull, and conventional. His hero is Man the Maker. 
his villain Man the Destroyer, his heroine, Woman 


the Sustainer. From his directions to the director 
one can visualize “The King Who Was A King” as a 
Von Stroheim « pie. It is clumsy and old-fashioned. 


Practically every other scene has a dissolve sym 
bolism of a leopard, war symbol, comparable with 
the absurd iron man used by Von Stroheim in “The 
Wedding March.” There are three unnecessary 
flashbacks, heavily retarding the action of the movie. 
There are thousands of unnecessary sub-titles. There 
is a dubious climax. The re is one practical, althoug h 
unoriginal, suggestion in the opening paragraph. 
Many critics have mentioned it, but it is worth 
repeating. 

‘The ordinary film today opens very raggedly,” 
states Mr. Wells, “with unmeaning decorations. ... 
There is the long list of the names of people who 
have contributed to the making of the film. Few of 
them are known well enough to arouse serious expec 
tation or prepare the mind of the audience in any 
way, and all this ... and the trade marks would be 
better deferred until the end.” 

My real quarrel with “The King Who Was A 
King” is that the hero, Peaceful Man, commits cold 
blooded murder and saves the world from another 
great war. Under the circumstances of the story, 
this is illogical. According to the story, the British 
control the calcomite deposits of the world with the 
exception of the possession of a small kingdom. 
American business seeks to obtain control of this 
deposit by a state marriage that will unite a power- 
ful neighboring state friendly to American business 
interests with the important, defenseless little king 
dom. The day of the wedding hired agents of 
British ambassadors assassinate thie bridegroom. 
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The hero appears and prevents war by organizing 
a world control of the caleomite deposit he does 
this by making an appeal to the citizens of all the 
world, and by murdering his cousin, who has started 
a war between the two countries that are being used 
as pawns by the British and Americans. 

While Wells may well feel that this is the peace 
panacea of the future—appeal to the sturdy working 
classes of the four ends of the earth, just where has 
he evidence that any time in the future it will be 
possible to make a just appeal to the working classes, 
and that they will have sense enough to understand 
the depth of such an appeal? The hero is an Ameri 
can. The English author evidently believes this is the 
land of justice, demecratic rule. I quote his hero: 
‘The Old World is division and war, rank without 
effort, and servitude without hope, tradition and 
decay. From that, this land is escape.” 

That was the sort of thing we used to recite in 
school thirty years ago. Americanization! The great 
melting pot! Getting down to brass tacks, the 
America of today, of Hoover, of the radio, is as far 
removed from the idealistic state pictured by Wells 
as the hope, or idea, of permanent peace. 

] object to the scenario of “The King Who Was 
A King” because it is old-fashioned, and as an eco 
nomical treatment, fantastic, unimportant, and un- 
interesting. Mr. Wells’ contemporary, Haldane, 
wrote a much more curt, precise study of the same 
idea in “Jearus.” The idea of a world united for 
business reasons is not new, but it is still as far in 
the dim recesses of the future as Plato's Republic, 
a Utopia conceived some several centuries before 
the British Isles produced any lecturers or authors. 

* * * 
: ‘Grae Map” is important only because it is the 
most wretched example of the many comedy 
mysteries rece ntly attempted by the movies. It is 
too terrible to even be funny. 





The Movie Guide 


“Alibi’—One Chester Morris does a “Bulldog ee Amusing, 
superb job in a fast-moving talking crook brilliantly directec best of the 
elodrama,. talking movies with m, ald Colmar 

“The Cocoanuts”—Miserable musical 
“ 79 i 1 _ . os * 
. Betrayal” —The last, and a good, talkie made bearable by the Marx 
Jannings movie. : 
“Coquette”—The sound is bad, but 
“Broadway”—A poor talkie, with an Mary Pickford gets a hand for an earnest 
nteresting background and graceful performanc 


“Eternal Love”—John Barrymore in “East is East” —Lon Chaney makes 
4 snowstorm that proves litt jaces lor no apparent reason 

“Hearts In voor All-singing Negr “Innocents of Paris”—Maurice Che- 
movie made e1 ining by a come n, valier sings some pleasing French songs, 
Stepan Fetchit but it is terrible nevertheless. 


“Gentlemen of the Press” —Three 
good actors and a fair plot in a . “The Valiant” —Our weekly shipment 
talking newspaper story. f mother-love propaganda 
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A Gentleman of the New School 


He was one of 
aggressive 
scorcher such as today. 
briefease on my desk. 
“DPD. Basil McConnor.” 
One more pleasant Irish 
lad, I decided, trying 
to get by. Well, it 
wouldn’t take him long 
to get by me—I had 
rebuttals for everything 
And he looked 


like insurance. I was 


sold. 


already going over my 
counter-attack as he 
opened his mouth. 
“Out of 
dred 
brightly, sixty-five 


every hun- 


men,” he began 
die 
“In 


friends, 


the care of 
relatives, or 
institutions,” I cut in 
absently. “But I in- 
tend to be among the 


select thirty-five. My 


those 
white collars did not 


His card gave no clue; just 
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The Bachelor’s Reverie 
brother, cousin, uncle 


room-mate are in the 


insurance business, and have promised to make my 


fellows whose dream come true. 


“Ah,” he 


amazing 
melt, even on a 
He entered briskly, laid a 


sighed. 


I smiled, relaxed. 





Bic Sister—TI can’t help it, Jimmie. I’m 


playing I’m an_ old-fashioned lady, and 


they used to wear trains on their dresses. 


Good morning.” 

“That's enough for me, then. 
Just so long as one of us is taking care of you.” 
He was certainly taking it like 


I reached across 
hand in 
But his hand 
was in his briefcase. It 
reappea red presently, 
holding a sheaf of 
papers. 


aman. 
to grasp his 
farewell. 


‘I presume,” he 
smiled winsomely, “that 
a man of your promi- 


nence holds some 
stocks?’ I nodded, be 
fore I could recollect 
myself. “Then here’s 


the very thing you 
need, sir: a daily finan- 
cial news service. 
Compiled by 
privilege of two 
sonal letters a week. 
Price r 

(Continued on page 28) 


per- 
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Station Huddles 


Don’t let friends and relatives 
try to meet you at the train in 
the Pennsylvania Station—there 
zre too many exits. The place 
to hook-up is at the information 
booth. By that I mean within a 
radius of ten feet from said 
booth, which doesn’t allow you 
to wander around, either. Stay 
put and keep your shirt on. As soon as Clara 
gets over the bends, from riding through the 
Hudson River tubes, she'll show up with a porter- 
vou tip him—she’s a stranger and doesn’t know 
how. 

The surest way to pair-up in the Grand Central 
s underneath the Trans-Atlantic Plane Bremen on 
the mezzanine floor. “I'll meet you under the tail- 
skid” is fast becoming a byword in station-meeting 
parlance. Of course, you can stand in back 
Aunt Flo 
won't be on that section but vou couldn’t have 


of the ropes at track 36 if you want to. 


known that, now, could you? 

If you do happen to spy Aunt Flo in the seeth- 
ing mob you're apt to get so het-up you'll fall over 
the barrier, break a leg and have to be destroyed 
like a horse. , 

It’s not worth it. — 
Meet her at the in- / r 
formation booth. WE 
That means within 
a radius of ten 
feet, and no fair 
playing hookey! 
Lobbying 

WHERE AS: 
Hotel lobbies in 
New York City are 


as crowded as 


Madison Square y 
Garden during a 


championship 
bout; and 

WHERE AS: 
Hotel lobbies in 
New York City 
cover an area 
larger than Boyle’s 
Thirty Acres; and 

WHERE AS: 
It is often desirable to meet-up with a certain party 
in a certain hotel lobby and/or certain parties 
n certain hotel lobbies. Now. 

THEREFORE. be it resolved, that in considera- 
tion of one dollar and other valuable goods, in hand 
paid, one to the other, on this 20th day of July, 
1929, a hotel lobby shall be known and hereby and 
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for all time is known, under the 
terms of this contract, as_ that 
portion of the main floor in a 
hotel which may be circumscribed 
by an are with a radius of ten 
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2 | well on the desk of the room 
fas 
> 


clerk. (A piece of string ten 
feet long will be found attached 
to most of the up-to-date hotel 
inkwells. Otherwise the bell captain will be glad to 
pace off the proper distance for a few cents.) 





feet, having as its center the ink 


In witness whereto both parties (hare and 
hound) have hereunto set their hands and seals, 
etc., ete. 

That’s how to meet people in hotels and the only 
deviation from this contract is the privilege which 
the hounds have always reserved unto themselves 
of meeting hares (débutantes) underneath the clock 
in the Biltmore and along the railings of the Shel 
ton and Park Central pools. In accord with an 
age-old custom an irrevocable license is also issued 
to masculine nimrods to snipe in the lobby of the 
Astor Hotel. (Open season from sundown Jan. Ist 
to sunrise Dec. 31st. Not more than 6 females 

a mn » daw 
to be bagged in any one day.) a 

Mac and I went 
to Villepique’s Inn 
(pronounced villa- 
peg) at 
head Bay, for a 
shore dinner not so 
long ago. And 
what a shore din- 
ner it was! Every- 
thing in the place 
came out of the sea 
except the head 
waiter... . Mac 
turned on the 
faucet in the wash 
room and out came 
piping hot clam 
broth - 
crackers in the 


Sheeps 


ovster 


soap dish at your 
elbow. . . . The 
telephone receivers 
are shaped like 
sea-shells and while 
you’re waiting for your number you can hear the 
roar of the ocean. At the end of the meal our table 
looked like the Jersey shore after a hard sou’ 
The only effect we missed to complete the 
illusion was oil and tar. . If we'd had spinach 
we could have built a sand fort. Mac thought the 
(Continued on page 27) 
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The Lady Mixer 


Over-hearty and noisy, with 
manners that vex, 

She's always with men, for 
she hates her own sex; 
She drinks, and she smokes, 
and pulls baby talk too; 
But she’s past forty-six, so 
what else can she do? 
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Songs of Suburbia 


By Percy Waxman 





The Gabby Salesman 


On the station each morn 
ing he’s there with a 
smile 

And a greeting so phony it 
fairly drips guile. 

Don’t talk to this bird; 
quickly pass by and frown 


Or you won't read your 
paper the whole way to 
town. 

















The Smotherly Soul 


She’s never quite sure that the 
kiddies aren't ill, 

So she dopes them all daily with 
powder or pill. 

She worries and works, but they 
never look “‘fit,” 

And she can’t understand that 
they would if she'd quit. 








james 
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The Legal Light 








The Dirt Spreader 


When someone goes broke, gets divorced 


or is shot, 

This gal knows the dope just the minute 
it’s hot; 

She revels in dirt like a dog with a bone, 

And adds to each seandal choice bits of 
her own. 





He’s always so busy and talks such a 
lot, 

With arms full of papers and brow in 
a knot; 

You never would guess by his solemn, 
owl! face 

That never once yet has this guy won 
a case. 
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Sue—Where, pray tell me, 
is Asia Minor? 

He—Asia Minor? Heck, 
ain’t that guy growed up yet? 
—JoHN CovuLTHARD, 

U. of S. California ’30 


The Doctor Who Turned 
Mechanic 

“Ah, your engine is knocking, 
is it? You should have come in 
sooner; no telling what compli- 
cations can arise from letting 
these ailments drag on. That 
knocking is a bad sign. Race 
your engine now. M-m-m. I 
don’t like the sound of that. Race 
it again. Does this car get much 
exercise—about thirty a day? 
Not enough for an old car like 
this. Get it out more into the 
air. The sea air is the best for it. 
How about taking it to the sea- 
shore for a month? Can’t afford 
it? That’s too bad: that’s what 
it needs. Well, I don't know as 
I can do much, then. Say, I 
think this car is smoking too 
much. That’s bad for the ex- 
haust, you know; you'll have to 
cut it down. And _ besides, I 
think you are feeding it too rich 
a mixture. Cut down on the 
solid gas and give a little more 
air instead. It needs a tonics 


JUDGE 


let's see what I'll give you. Her 
it is—three gallons of gas, a 
quart of oil and a pint of water 
each morning before going out. 
If that doesn’t brace it up Vl 
have to X-ray to see if the valves 
are leaking. It might have an 
athletic « ylinder, you know. Well, 
bye-bye, and let me know how it 
turns out. How’s the little road- 
ster getting along? Fine, eh? 
And how is the little mother’s 


car? "Fhat’s good. Tell her to- 


Sim Farber-— 









































run in and I’J1 look it over. Don’t 
forget, now, every morning be 
fore going out.” 
—Jack McGarry, Jr., 
Osgoode *31 


“What's the Latin word for 
‘praise?’ ”’ 
“*Laudo, sir.” 
“What's the matter, are you 
deaf?” 
Av Breen, 
Trinity 731. 
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Host—How about trying a little snifter, old man? 


—James Farser, Yale 730 
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$13.966.79 IN PRIZES 


Fortunately most of the names in the following list are well known to 
everybody. Available space is inadequate for full descriptions of prizes. 
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GRAND PRIZE 


THE RUXTON... America’s first front-wheel-drive Motor Car... Body 
by Budd, colorings and interior by Urban . .. powered with a 90 H.P. 
straight eight motor of new design—an utterly different automobile 
created to exacting specifications and priced at above $4,000.00. 


Frank Tourist Company Eighth Annual 
Mediterranean Cruise de Luxe. Sixty-seven 
days, including shore excursions. Leaves 
New York January 28th. Accommodations 
for one. Value $1,700.00. The winner of 
this prize will receive also a Revelation 
Suitcase. 


Cunard West Indies Cruise. Sixteen days. 
Accommodations for one. The winner of 
this prize will receive also a Revelation 
Suitcase. 
Graybar Radio Set, with tubes. Value 
$405.00. 


Benrus Wrist Watch. Woman’s exquisite 
Model. Value $200.00. 


An Oriental Rug from Costikyan & Co. 
Value $200.00. 


Round-trip flight for two from New York to 
Boston by Colonial Air Transport. Value 
$129.40. The winner of this prize will re- 
ceive also a Revelation Suitcase. 


Home Model Alpine Sun Lamp. Produces 
Ultra-Violet Rays in the proper quantity 
and quality for tonic effect. 
Globe-Wernicke Three Piece Set, in Wal- 
nut. Chesterfield Home Desk, Library Case 
and Chair. 


Benson & Hedges Humidor. Capacity 800 
cigars. Brass inlaid line trim. 

Graybar Stimulator (Electrical Exerciser, 
complete with de luxe cabinet). 

Royal Portable Typewriter. 

Community Plate Patrician Moderne Tea 
Service. 

Gyro-Sheath two-pen Desk Set with per- 
petual calendar on 6 x 10 oblong Brazilian 


green onyx base. From L. E. Waterman 
Company. 


Schick Razor. Solid gold de Luxe Model. 


Bottle of Houbigant’s new perfume, Essence 


Rare. 

Seth Thomas Banjo Clock. 

Mark Cross Company Traveling Bag for 
Man or Woman. 

Four Prizes. Duro Gloss Gray Day Coats, 
Clark Lighter Set. 

One hundred Benson & Hedges La Yerba 
No. 1 Cigars. 

Dunhill Standard or Shell Briar Pipe in 
Gift Case. 

Detecto-Ace Scales. 

A giant Reddy Tee Ash Stand. Hand made. 
Two Prizes. Chromium Plated Pyrene Fire 
Extinguishers. 

Two Prizes. Sets of twenty-four Duplicate 
Boards by the United States Playing Card 
Company. 

Twelve Prizes. Boxes of twelve Dunlop Im- 
ported “Black” Golf Balls. 


Four Prizes. Dragon Smokers’ Stands. 

Two Prizes. Boxes of Antique Ripple Fin- 
ish Paper. Winners’ names or monograms. 
From Fifth Avenue Stationers, Inc. 

Delane Brown “Hostess” Assortment of 
Fruits in Wine Syrup. 

Thirty Prizes. Boxes of twelve packs Con- 
gress Playing Cards. 

Four Prizes. Terri Lucerne Style Vanity 
Cases. 


Seco Leather Products Co. Bridge Set. 


Case of College Inn Tomato Juice Cocktail. 


Eight Prizes. Ruxton Multi-Vider Pencils. 





























LENZ BRIDGE CONTEST 


SEE PAGE 26 


By bidding twelve hands prepared by Mr. Lenz, anyone, 
anywhere, may win any of the 564 selected prizes. 
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Four Prizes.*Ticker”, the Wall Street Game. Six Prizes. Cartons. twelve bottles, of White 
> . ; . oe « _Y 

Twenty-five Prizes. Cartons of one hundred Rock Mineral Water. 

Melachrino No. 4 Cigarettes. Twelve Prizes. Hostess Packages, twelve 


Three Prizes. Cases of Yermat. bottles, Canada Dry Ginger Ale. 


Three Prizes. Double packs special Louis Cedar Box containing four cartons of Reddy 
Sherry Bridge Cards, Tees. 

Twenty-five Prizes. Copies of “Early Can- Thirty-four Prizes. Autographed copies of 
dlelight™, the New Fall Novel by Maud “How's Your Bridge?” by Sidney S. Lenz 
Hart Lovelace. Published by the John Day and Robert Rendel. Published by Simon 
Company. and Schuster. 


There are listed above two hundred seven prizes, value $9,273.53, to be 
awarded for the highest scores in bidding the twelve hands making up 


the entire series. 

FOR LAST EIGHT HASDS 
One hundred eighty-five prizes, value $2,847.13, will be awarded for the 
highest scores for the last eight hands in the series. Many of these prizes 
are duplicates of those listed on these pages, but will be headed by a 


Trip to Europe (England or France and return) on one of the palatial 
steamships of the Cunard Line, Berengaria, Aquitania or Mauretania. 
and a 
One hundred ten piece Dinner Set by Theodore Haviland, Limoges- France. 
and 
One Invincible Steel Office Cabinet containing a Concealed Safe for 
Executive's private use. 
FOR LAST FOUR HANDS 
One hundred seventy-two prizes, value $1,846.13, will be awarded for the 
highest scores for the last four hands in the series. Many of these prizes 
are duplicates. but they will be headed by a 
Nine day trip from New York to Havana and return on a steamship of the 
Cunard Line 
READERS OF JUDGE: 

Mr. Lenz’ fifth problem hand appears with the conditions of the contest on page 26. Mr. 
Lenz has bid all the hands just as he would bid in play for a championship. Others may dis- 
agree with Mr. Lenz, but his bidding is the first explanation of his fame as the greatest of all 
bridge players. His success is sufficient reason for setting up his estimates of values as a stand- 
ard. This is not a guessing contest, but an opportunity to compare your bidding with that of 
the most expert of players as well as to win a most desirable prize. 

July 3, 1929 FRED L. ROGAN, President 


JUDGE PUBLISHING CO.. Inc. 


18 EAST 48th STREET, NEW YORK CITY 
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HOW GOOD If YOUR BRIDGE GAME? 


I invite you to enter my Bidding Contest 


for prizes valued at more than 


$13,000.00 


See pages 24 and 25 for announcement of prizes 


T doesn’t cost a penny 
to enter the contest or 
win the prizes. You don't 
have to buy anything. Just 
bid 12 Auction Bridge (not 
Contract) hands as nearly 


PROBLEM No. 5 


: a‘ +a ae 1084 2 
as possible like my bidding. sas 
I have bid these hands, oA 1062 

@JjJ95 


sealed them, and_ placed 
them in the safe box of 
Jupce. The seal will not 
be broken until the con- 
test is closed. One prob- 
lem will appear here each 
week. Opposite is shown 


In each problem South is the dealer 
and bids first. 

South, West, North and East must bid 
or pass in turn until the Contract is 
secured. 

Solutions must be written on one side 
of a single sheet of paper. 

Not more than three solutions to any 
one problem may be submitted by one 
contestant, and if more than one is sub- 
mitted all must be written on a single 
(the same) sheet. 

Solutions to more than one problem 
must not be submitted on the same sheet. 

Not more than one contestant may sub- 
mit solutions on a single sheet. 

No solutions submitted may be with- 
drawn. 

Name and address of contestant and 
the number of the problem must be 
clearly written or printed on each sheet. 
Name must be exactly the same on all 
solutions. 

Solutions must not be submitted on the 
printed forms or pages from Judge or on 
other printed forms in which the prob- 
lems will be published. 

Contestants are requested not to write 
letters, give reasons for bids, play the 
hands, set down the problems or attach 
copies of the problems to their solutions. 

Solutions to any or all problems may 
be submitted at any time up to the close 
of the contest on September 30th. Any 
solution received by September 30th will 
count in the contest. No solutions will be 
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South bids first No score. 


Conditions of Contest 


published until after the contest has 
closed. Contestants are urged to send in 
their solutions week by week as the prob- 
lems appear in Judge, but this is not a 
condition. Each problem will have as 
many scoring points as are determined by 
the number of correct bids or passes in 
proper order—that is, one point for each 
correct bid or pass in order. But if a 
contestant submits more than one solu- 
tion to a problem, his or her score for 
that problem will be the average score 
for the solutions submitted. 

Each bid or pass after contestant by 
correct bidding has arrived at the final 
bid or pass in Mr. Lenz’ solution will 
take one point from the score of con- 
testant for the problem involved. 

The prize winners will be the con- 
testants in order scoring the greatest ag- 
gregate number of points in the series. 

If two or more contestants tie they will 
receive like prizes. 

A contestant will not be awarded more 
than one prize. 

Prizes are arranged in three groups in 
order to keep everybody interested all the 
time. 

There is a list of prizes for the entire 
series of twelve problems; a list of prizes 
for the last eight problems; and a list of 
prizes for the last four problems. 

All solutions will be entered for the 
prizes for the entire series. Solutions of 
problems No. 5 to No. 12 will be entered 
for the prizes for the last eight problems 


~ 
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the fifth problem. Below 
are given the rules of the 
contest as set up by JupGE. 
They are simple and clear. 
Please read them carefully. 
Do not bid these hands 
by “double dummy” meth- 
od. Make each player bid 
in turn on the values play- 
er holds and in consider- 
ation of previous bids. 
You can start any time. 
Problem No. 4 appeared 
last week. Solution to any 
problem will be accepted 
up to September 30th. 


also. Solutions of problems No. 9 to 
No. 12 will be entered for the prizes for 
the last four problems also. Contestants 
in the order of their scores will be 
awarded the prizes of greatest value to 
which they may be entitled in any of the 
three series. 

If a contestant qualifies for more than 
one prize he or she will receive the prize 
of greatest value for which contestant 
qualifies. 

The method of scoring makes it pos- 
sible for a contestant to win any prize, no 
matter when contestant starts, and even 
if solutions to all problems are not sub- 
mitted. But those who submit solutions 
to all problems are most likely to secure 
the winning scores. 

Mr. Lenz will be the impartial judge of 
all awards. 

In an October issue of Judge we will 
begin publication of solutions to the 
problems and in succeeding issues will 
publish solutions of all problems. In a 
November issue of Judge we will publis) 
the names of all prize winners; and all 
prizes will be delivered immediately 
thereafter. 

No employee of Judge or member of 
an employee’s family or household may 
enter this contest. 


Address all solutions to 
Lenz Bridge Contest 


Judge Publishing Co., Ine. 
18 East 48th St.. New York City 
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High Hat 


(Continued from page 21 


check was a jelly fish and 
wouldn't touch it. 

On the way out I reached in 
my pocket for the hat check and 
found a horseshoe crab, a prece 
of dried sea-weed and a dead star 
Oem. « It anybody should 
step out of the morgue for infor 
mation, just say: “There’s a 
shore dinner that would make a 
Cape Cod fisherman holler 


‘mamma ! 


Crew 
I was talking to the coach of 
the California crew last Tuesday 
ind he told me that he has signed 
up Tom Eadie, deep-sea diving 
hero of the S-4, to cox’ next 
vear’s 8 at the Poughkeepsie Re 
gatta. . . . Junior covers a lot 
»f ground but he’s always willing 
to hear from somebody who 
thinks he has a High-Hat idea 
up his sleeve. . . . Anent New 
York and environs, mind you. 
And, the remuneration is 
mere glory ! 


The Peaceful Celt 


Two ¢ ounty ¢ ork boys were in 
a mopping-up party that had 
followed the main assault. In a 
large shell hole they found a 
group of ten or twelve Germans 
sound asleep, apparently missed 
by the first wave. 

“Well,” said Sean, “shall we 
shoot ‘em or stick em?” 

“Ho, hum,” said Dennis, look 
ing up at the sky; “it’s a foine 
day. Let’s wake ’em up and have 
a foight.”’ 

—PuLLMAN News 


Smith (meeting Jones after 
many years )—Yes, our old friend 
Brown has gone to his everlast- 
ing rest! 

Jones—What? Did he get that 
government job after all? 

Hume, Hamburg 


A correspondent, writing to a 
daily paper, wants to know how 
to tell a male from a_ female 
worm. A motoring friend of 
mine tells me that the female 
does not signal when it is going 
to turn. 

—Passinc SuHow 


Youthful Questioner—What are 
diplomatic relations, father? 

Father—There are no such 
people, my boy. —ANSWERS 





























THEY WANTED SPEED— 
And the Bicycle Gave It to ’Em! 


Heedlessly, Rebellious Youth of the speed-mad Eighties plunged into 
the bicycle craze. Wheelmen’s Clubs formed overnight. Every there- 
tofore-quiet Sunday witnessed an orgy of “Century-Runs” across the 
countryside. Incautious children and barnyard fowl ventured on the 
roads at the peril of their lives... 


Even before smart America took up the bicycle, it took up Melachrinos. 
In 1879, M. Melachrino perfected the finest-tasting Turkish blend in 
the world. From that day to this, Melachrinos have been the favorite 
cigarette of people of intelligence and good taste. Try them! Just send 


us the coupon. 


MEVACGHRINO CIGARETTES 


1879-1929 — 50 YEARS A LEADER 


QUALITY STANDS THE TEST OF TIME 
Ask Your Dealer About Melachrino’s Golden Jubilee-Gift Package 


STRAW TIPS 
CORK TIPS & 
PLAIN ENDS 


10 for 15¢ 
Large Size 30c 




















Do You Play Bridge? Then Clip This Coupon 
The Union Tobacco Company 
511 Fifth Ave., New York City 


C. 7-20-29 


Gentlemen: Please send me your Melachrino-Bridge offer of (1) 60 
Melachrino Cigarettes—Cork tips, Straw tips and Plain ends, (2) the 
score pad with the latest rules of contract bridge, (3) two packs of 
the famous gilt-edge Congress Cards, free of any advertising, bearing 
my monogram, $4.75 value, for which I enclose my check for $2.50. 


Initials 
Name 
Address 


City . cceeaadenatecadeabeeaetabed _— ....... otate 


© THE UNION TOBACCO COMPANY 
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PLANTERS 
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After the tennis game or whenever 
there's a hungry crowd to feed—serve 
Planters Salted Peanuts. There's real 
teamwork when Planters Peanuts and 
a husky appetite get together. These 
big, Virginia Peanuts are roasted and 
wholesome. Salted just right. “T7he 
Nickel Lunch.” Sold only in the glas- 
sine bag with Mr. PEANUT on it. Buy 
a bag every day. 


PLaNters Nut & Cuocotate Company 
l S \ t Canada 


SALTED PEANUTS 
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MR.PEANUT 
MEG US PAL CSE 
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JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., Inc 

18 East 48th Street, New York, N. Y. 
Dear Jucdce 

or 
the doctor come t you hext 

104 Regular weekly visits (2 years $7.80 

52 Regular weekly visils (! yea 5.00 


‘Pep up! Cool off ! 


these Hot Summer Days 


WaITE'S 


URIGINAL 


Cools your bead like an ocean breeze. Osage Rub peps 
~ op with a lasting cooling effect. Renews vigor when 
a hot. Stops ehes. Refreshes in summer 

Get the thrill of an Osage Rah 
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Wire 


aldine’s suitors. 








Horace, I wish you'd make a choice between Ger- 


Horace—It doesn’t make any difference—I see they’re all 


college men. 


A Gentleman of the New School 


Continued from page 20) 


“No, no,” I objected hastily. 
“T don’t need it. I don’t play the 
market. I’m one of those ‘long 
pull’ Good morning.” 
Again I extended my hand, but 


he merely leaned forward, re- 


boy _- 


garding me seriously. 

“I may be mistaken,” he said 
gently, “but I'd hazard a guess 
that you were one of those who 
were—Over There. You have 
that—that look.” 

“It’s the heat,” I said, “‘and 
my wife’s bills. Why, only last 
month———”’ 

“You were, though,” he whee- 
dled. “Now, weren’t you?” 

“Yes,” I admitted at last, with 
the inherent desperate modesty 
of the Quartermaster Corps. “I 
had about a year of it.” 

“Ah,” he exclaimed happily, 
“then I have a treat for you. A 
treat indeed!” Again he dived 
into the voluminous brief case 
while I nervously awaited the ap- 
pearance of a German howitzer, 
a British brigadier, or Mademoi- 
My dis- 


acute as he 


selle from Armentiéres. 
appointment was 
emerged with a large brown book. 

“History of the World War,” 
he said proudly. “In one hun- 
dred and twenty-six volumes, 
with authentic photographs and 
comments. Five down 
and the rest———” 

“No, no,” I shuddered, cover- 
ing my eyes. “I'm still trying to 
forget. The food—you have no 
idea. Once I found a piece of 
solder in the beans. All I crave 
is to be alone with my garden— 


dollars 


mean.” 

“T understand,” murmured Mr. 
McConnor, considerately hiding 
the volume under his coat. “I 
do understand; my dear sir, and 
I am prepared to take care of 
you. Do you,” again I watched 


my window boxes, I 


his hand dive into the brief case, 
“prefer red geraniums or pink?” 
I reeled but rallied gamely. 

“Delphiniums,” I gulped. Now 
I had him. But he warmed me 
with an understanding smile, 
dipped into his vest pocket and 
tossed me a_ packet of seeds. 
“There vou are. I have a soft 
spot in my heart for delphiniums 
myself. Eighty-five cents, please.” 

In a daze I paid him, while he 
hinted pleasantly that a “Polar 
Berg” electric fan would work 
wonders of coolness in the office, 
and that he himself would instal] 
it in five minutes. Furthermore, 
in the unhappy event that the re- 
sulting draft might induce a stiff 
neck— 

“Dr. Wyman’s Limbering Oil,” 
he said brightly, whipping out a 
bottle. “Endorsed by 
women, six-day 
naval officers and 

“No, no,” I whispered feebly. 
“Nothing—nothing more, please, 


society 


bicycle racers, 


my dear young man.” 

Cradling my head in my hand, 
I watched him make his regret- 
ful way to the door. With his 
hand on the knob, he turned. 

“One more question,” he said, 
ignoring my stifled groan. He 
twirled his hat with a charming 
difidence. “You don’t, by any 
chance, know of a good job any- 
where, do your” 

—STANLEY JONES 
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Judging the Shows 
(Continued from page 16) 


reluctantly. Appreciating that 
nothing is left of it, it politely 
goes through the motions of men- 
tioning it—that is all. And I'll 
wager the substantial amount of a 
dollar that its competent staff has 
a devil of a time digging up 


enough about the bygone form 
of entertainment to fill even 
On many a week, 


in order to fill up space on the 


the two pages. 


pages, something that has hardly 
anything at all to do with vaude 
ville is run to keep the pages 
from having a too blank appear- 
ance, 

The best that 
offer has long. sinc 
vaudeville for the 
and revue stage. 
these 


pe ople now 


\ iudeville had to 
deserted 
musical comedy 
In the place of 
performers, the vaudeville 
offer performers so 
small-time that a wrist-watch in 
comparison with them looks like 


Big Ben. 


such a 


Things have come to 
pass in the average vaude- 
indeed, that any 
hoofer who can do a dozen incom- 
plex steps without falling down 
gets a round of applause. And 
any acrobat who can so much as 


ville emporium, 


turn two somersaults in succes- 
sion is cheered to the echo. 


The Parting 


“7 suppose there is some pre- 
cious relic in that locket you 
wear, Lucy.” 

“Yes, that is a lock of my hus- 
band’s hair.” 

“But your husband isn’t dead?” 

No, but his hair is long since 
gone.” —Tip Bits 


That’s a cheerful bit of news 
Kansas City. In a fight 
between gangsters two were shot 
dead but no innocent bystander 
was hit. —Boston TRANSCRIPT 


from 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
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EMBARRASSING MOMENTS 


If your dancing partner chooses to fix her 


garter.. be nonchalant.. LIGHT A MURAD, 


© P. Lorillard Co., Est. 1 ) 





























































The VERY 
LATEST 


in 
BRIDGE 


equipment 





. 
Interesting Features 
BRIDGE-ADDER is made ene 
tirely of metal. Beautifully fin- 
ished—encased in rich leather- 
ette covers. Compact—only 5” 
long, 3” wide, 4” thick. Will 
never get out of order. Should 

last a lifetime. 


IDEAL GIFT OR 
PRIZE 
Please and astonish your friends 
— give BRIDGE-ADDER as a 
gift or prize. It’s new, novel, 


different —and economical, too. 
By all means, order today ! 











‘ BRIDGE 
ADDER! 


Saves Time —Prevents Errors 


ERE’S just what you bridge fans have 
always wanted! An automatic bridge 


1, score pad! BRIDGE-ADDER actually 


} keeps score for you. Records all points 
+ and totals for both “We” and “They.” 
Indicates number of hands played, etc. 
Ingenious! Fascinating! Fun! 


Satisfaction Guaranteed 


BRIDGE-ADDER is beautiful, 

serviceable, and never makes 

entstabes. Wonderful value—¢et 

now. Send No weeney — 

i “y name and addres hen 

pay le st mi in $3 each p lus few 

ge on delivery. Use 

B it Dt 1B ‘ADDE R 5 on 7 if 
not satisfied return 


m ney back. ORDER TODAY. 


Reliable Adding Machine Co. 


ept. 35. 
Dealers—Distributors Wanted 173 wos madison 1 Chicago, Ml. 


BRIDGE-ADDER is cleverest spe- 
cialty in years. Everybody wants it. 
Write at once for special prices. 
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Robinson Manufacturing Co. 

















Judge’s Crossword Puzzle 
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P to date. a feps 





Westfield, Mass. 





Fa Always insist upon having ' 





ABBOTT'S Be 
- 
Tonic Appetizer 20. 
For 52 Years BITTERS 22, 
Sample by mail, 25¢ 2 - 

C.W. Abbott & Co., Balto.. Md. 
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Submitted by Mrs. Malone and Mrs. Purnell, Cocoa, Fla 


Horizontal 


Keep this under your hat (pl.) 

You'll always see these on horses. 
Shakespeare tossed off quite a lot of these. 
These are full of hot dogmas. 

The way of all flash 

Not the least bit citified. 

What Mr. Machamer did all last week. 

A good place to look for help. 

Don't let these put the skids under you. 
You should do this with a glance. 

This precedes the poor Indian. 

A ripping musical instrument. 

Al Capone's taking one of these right now. 
Egypt's gift to the X-word puzzle. 





8. This fellow’s always up to his neckin’ work, 
0. The way to get a little drink. 
A beastly pacifier. 














HOTEL Chicago — 
PPD UVM MAA MA 
ts et 9g 9 8 


+5 

39 

40 

‘1 

. , , . , 43 

You will enjoy luxurious comfort at 1. 

Tue Drake, food uriexcelled anywhere, ‘7 

and this unusual added advantage: 48 
you will be out of the noise and con- 

fusion of down-town Chicago, yet within 50 

easy walking distance of its shops and 51 

theatres. Rates as low as five dollars a 53 

day single room with bath, six double. a 

Special discounts for extended stays. 5S. 

Write for Illustrated Booklet, Edition 16. “ 

Under the Blackstone management 61 

known the world over 63 

4 

The 65 

DRAKE! : 

ob? 


This is bad stuff. 

A good thing to get settled on. 

This is awfully colorful. 

There is an interesting feminine movement here. 
There's a lot of this kind of talk at the Bar 

This got old Dobbin down in the mouth 

Nothing fresh about this kind of thing. 

This is the dirt. 

What the Roman Al Jolsons sang about. 
Printer’s measure (pl.) 


Something Bernard Shaw has never done with a 
razor. 


Preposition. 

This soaks up a lot of moisture. 

Something you can get out of 20 Horizontal. 

To exist. 

Several kinds of sex appeal. 

These lads ought to suit you. 

A good place to go to for an argument. 

What is a Scotchman when he’s close? 

To work with your fingers 

These come high on the ladies. 

These are always hanging around Peggy Joyce. 
You've got to get sick before you can do this. 
This has no legs but runs 

This is something about highstrung people (pl.) 
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59. 
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64. 
66 
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Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed. 


Vertical 


Jonahs 


These are great stopping places. 


4 Scotch one 

Prefix meaning down. 

This is usually surrounced by a gay little band 
A grinder 

Anno Domini (abbr.) 

Boy’s nickname. 

What a mistaken schoolteacher does 

The villain did this awfully well 

This kind of people got Gulliver all tied up 
Lots of people look up to this 

What a dressmaker likes to make 


What you'd do if they got you to the altar 





The speaker of the ho 
Where the line of least 
What Sitting Bull did 


resistance forms 


after the battle 


These pass a lot of bum bills. 

This is a bit shady. 

Lindy presented one of these to Paris 

Don't get into one of these if it's awful 

4 well-known casting place (pl 

They cut quite a figure when they cut one of these. 
Assistance craved. 


Famous general 


What a two-fisted young man does 

This used to make the boys look longer—ask Dad 
—he knows! 

What Babe Ruth touches when he runs home (a 
Krazy Krack.) | 

This was sunk a long time ago. 

Pure tripe. 

Possessive pronoun. 

If you do this you'll be a holdup man. 

A ppropriated. 

What a traveling salesman likes to take home 
with him. 

As always. 

The political spoilers. 

You might catch a crab with this. 

Do this—or you'll have to pay the rent. 

Disencumber. 

This goes with a skip and a jump. 

What Americans stand on (abbr.) 

Don't get into this if it’s bad (abbr.) 

















— THE WORLD'S 
FINEST GAME DESERVES 
THE WORLD'S FINEST BALL 
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E IMPORTED “BLACK” 


DUNLOP 


meshed or dimpled 







marked 


ONE DOLLAR 
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OUNLOP 





Radio Suggestions 
All time given is Eastern Daylight Saving Time 


Thursday July 18 

8:30—U. S. Marine Band. WABC, WNAC, WEAN, 
WFBL, WKBW, WCAO, WJAS, KMOX, KOILL 
WLBW, WMAL, WBBM, KMBC, WIS “ Well 
chosen selections played with enthusi 

10:00—Halsey, Stuart Program. Wi AF. Ww TIC, 
WJAR, WTAG, WCSH, WFI, WRC, WGY 
WGR, WCAE, WWJ, WSAI, KYW KSD, WHO 
WOW, WSMB, WAPI, KSTP, WTMJ, WJAX, 
WHAS, WSM, WMC, WSB, WBT, WRVA 
WBAP, KPRC, WOAI, KOA, KSL, KPO, KGO 
KFL, KGW, KOMO, KHQ, WKY. Good musx 
plus sound advice from the ‘Old Counsellor.” 

12:00--Dave Bernie’s Hotel Roosevelt Orchestra. 
WEAF, WRC, KSD, WDAF, WSM, WOW. An 
hour of peppy dance music. 


Friday July 19. 

9:30—Schradertown Band. WEAF, WTIC, WJAR, 
WTAG, WCSH, WLIT, WGY, WGR, WCAI 
WWJ, WLS, KSD, WOC, WOW, WDAF, WEEI 
WRC, WSAIL, WFJC. Small town stuff. Assisted 
by Arthur Pryor and Band 

10:30-—“‘The Family Goes Abroad.” WEAF, WEEI, 
WRC, WGY, WWJ, KSD, WSM, WSMB, WKY 
KSL A comedy skit of the average American 
family abroad. 

12:00—Ben Pollack’s Park Central Orchestra. WEA! 
WRC, KSD, WJAX. One of Manhattan's most 
popular dance orchestras. 


Saturday July 2). 

9:30-—Temple Hour. WABC, WCAU, WFBI 
WKBW, WCAO, WJAS, WADC, KMOX 
KMBC, WSPD, WHK, WLBW, WMAL, WCCO 
KOIL, WMAQ, WOWO, WNAC, WEAN 
WKRC, WGHP. Joe Green and his Marimba 
Orchestra 

10:00-—Lucky Strike Dance Orchestra. WEAF, WEE! 
WTIC, WJAR, WTAG, WCSH, WFI, WRC 
WGY, WGR, WCAE, WWJ, K8D, WHO, WOW 
WDAF, WGN, WFJC, WJAX, WSMB, WAPI 
KSTP, WHAS, WMC, WSB, WBT, KOA, KSI 
WIOD, WKY, KPO, KGO, KFI, KGW, KOMO 
KHQ, WBAP, KPRC, WOAI, WSAI, KTHS 
WPTF, WTMJ. If you're in a dancing mood 

12:00-Rudy Vallee and His Orchestra. WEA! 
WCAE, KSD, WOW, WDAF, A program of 


dance music that's different. 


Sunday July 21 

7:35—Major Bowes’ Family. WEAF, WPTF, WOC 
WLS, WSM, WJAR, WRC, WGY, WTIC 
WCAE, WTAM, WWJ, WSAI, KSD, WOW 
WFJC, WIOD, WHAS, WMC, WSB, WKY 
Ay ried program from the stage and the studio 
of the Capitol Theater, New York 

9:15 —Atwater Kent Concert. WEAF, WEEI, WF! 
WRC, WGY, WGR, WCAE, WTAM, WWJ 
WSAI, WGN, KSD, WOW, KSTP, KOA, KSI 
KPO, KGO, KFI, KGW, KOMO, KHQ, WTMJ 
WEBC, WSM, WMC, WSB, WFAA, KPR( 
WOAI, WKY, WDAF, WHO. Classical musi 
under the able direction of Josef Pasternack 

10:30—Around the Samovar. WABC, WCAU, WNAC, 
WEAN, WFBL, WKBW, WCAO, WJAS, WADC, 
WKRC, WGHP, WOWO, KMOX, KMBC, 
KOIL, WSPD, WLBW, WMAL, WISN, WCCO, 
WMAQ. Music by real Russian musicians. 


Monday July 22. 

8:30-—A. and P. Gypsies. WEAF, WEEI, WTIC, 
WJAR, WCSH, WLIT, WRC, WGY, WTAG, 
WGR, WCAE, WWJ, WSAI, WGN, KSD, WOC, 
WDAF, WTAM. Relaxing music 

9:30—U. $. Navy Band. WOR, WCAU, WNAC, 
WEAN, WFBL, WMAK, WCAO, WJAS, 
WADC, WKRC, WGHP, WMAQ, WGL, 
KMOX, KMBC, KOIL, WSPD, WHK, WLBW, 
WMAL. A well trained band which judi- 
ciously picks its programs. 

11:00—“Princess ida” operetta. WEAF, WGY, 
WGR, WSAI, WRC, KSD, WOC, WRVA, 
WKY, WBAP, WJAX, WOW, WFJC, WEBC. 
An all-star cast under the direction of Graham 
Harris. 


Tuesday July 23. 

8:30—Michelin Men. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WBAL, 
WHAM, KDKA, WJR, KYW, KWK, WREN. 
Irving Kaufman and Taylor Buckley. Also an 
orchestra directed by Louis Katzman. 

$:30—Dutch Masters Minstrels. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, 
WBAL, WHAM, KDKA, WLW, KYW, KWK, 
WREN, WIR, WTMJ. A radio version of an old- 
time Minstrel Show. 

10:00—Williams Syncomatics. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, 
WBAL, WHAM, KDKA, WLW, KWK, WREN, 
WGN. A piano duo, a tenor, and a twenty-five 
piece novelty orchestra. Worth tuning in. 


Wednesday July 24. 

9:30—La Palina Smoker, WOR, WCAU, WNAC, 
WEAN, WFBL, WMAK, WCAO, WJAS, 
WADC, WGHP, WAQ, WOWO, KMOX, 
KMBC, KOIL, WSPD, WCCO, WHK, WLBW, 
WMAL, WISN. Informal entertainment 

10:38— Stromberg-Carison am. WJZ, WBZ, 
WBZA, WBAL, KDKA, KYW, KWK, WREN, 
WRVA, KSTP, WTMJ, WEBC, WIOD, WHAS, 
WSM, WMC, WSB, WBT, WJAX, KVOO, 
Ww BAP, KPRC, WJR, WOAI, WKY, KOA, KSL, 
KPO, KGO, KFI, KGW, KOMO, KHQ, WHAM. 
A concert orchestra under the direction of Victor 
Wagner. 

Merlin The Second 


TO THE 


MEDITERRANEAN 


BY THE SCYTHIA 


From New York, Jan. 28, 1930, 
exclusively chartered for Frank’s 
Eighth Annual Mediterranean 
Cruise De Luxe... eighth because 
its predecessors have met the 
exacting demands of experienced 
travelers... those who expect the 
utmost in everything... in shore 
arrangements, in food and in ser- 
vice. Itis a cruise conducted by a 
staff skilfully schooled in the deep- 
er matters of travel... and guided 
by the Frank Tourist Company’s 
54 years of experience. 


Her 67 day itinerary is the 
most comprehensive cycle of the 
world’s glittering playgrounds 
... they are reached at the 
height of their seasons... when 
Cairo is officiating as Oriental ren- 
dezvous of smart nomads... when 
Nice, Naples and Algiers glow 
with that sophisticated sheen lent 
by Continentals on a holiday. 


Cunard First Class Service 
and cuisine ... membership lim- 
ited to 390 guests. Rates includ- 
ing shore excursions from $950. 
Free stopover in Europe and re- 
turn by any Cunard steamer. 


Fascinating Literature on Request. 





FRANK 
} 


woe nk Seo Ty 
COMPANY | 


542 FIFTH AVENUE at FORTY-FIFTH STREET 
NEW YORK CITY 
PHILADELPHIA . . . . . 1529 Locust Street 
CHICAGO ., - 175 No. Michigan Avenue 








SAN FRANCISCO . « « « « 29 Geary Street 
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SHORT-SIGHTED GAaRDEN-LovER—Oh, Mr. Jubb, I think that 
quaint old-world hive just gives your garden— 
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Care? 


The club members were dis- — 
cussing laziness. One finally told Ky 
about his hiking trip through the : 
South. Coming to a stream he 
saw a mountaineer sitting on the 
bank against a tree, his hat over 
his face and a fishing pole stuck 
under one knee, the line in the —\~ 


a > a : 
rate et 
water. ; =~ % 

“Hello,” said the visitor, “been | 


here all day?” 
“Yep,” was the response from 
the motionless fisher. 
“Catch anything?” 
“Dunno.” 
Boston TRANSCRIPT 


“Your father looks very dis 
tinguished with his snow-white 
hair!" said the elderly man. 

“Ah, ves,” agreed the wild son 
proudly. ‘He's got me to thank 
for that.” 

—Prarson’s WEEKLY 





“A Midsummer Night’s Dream.” 


The Age of Specialization 


The expert had been called in 
when the factory motor broke 
down. He took one look, made 
two taps with a hammer and 
started it in perfect order. The 
owner was indignant to get a bill 
for $50, and demanded an item- 
ized account. He got this: 
Tapping with hammer... 1.00 
Knowing where to tap... 49.00 


Re eee ee £50.00 


—Bostron Transcript 


No Success, Either 


A Londoner took a_ visiting 
American to see ““Hamlet.”” When 
it was over and they were mov 
ing out the host asked, ““Well, did 
you like it?” 

“Oh, ve h. It’s pretty good. 
But you're sure behind the times 
here. I saw that in New York 
four years ago.” 


—MonrTrREAL STAr 


“Young man, didn’t you think 
of your future when you em 
bezzled that money?” 

“Yes, I put it straight in the 
Savings Bank.” 

—Fuiecenpe Biaetrer, 


An airplane fell on Governor 
Larson’s summer home in New 
Jersey. Any woman who has had 
guests drop in unexpectedly will 
get a rough idea how Mrs. Lar- 
son felt. 

—Tue New Yorker 
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You said you would, 
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wm ok? 


You wouldn't care to meet Marvin 









Money. Charm. Ability. In all New 
York there was no abler man in his 
held. Yet people called him “the 
prince of pariahs.’ 


Men thought him a great fellow— 
for a little while. Women grew ro- 
mantic about him—until they knew. 
People welcomed him at first—then 
dropped him as though he were an 
outcast. 


Poor Marvin, yearning so for com- 
panionship and always denied it. 
Poor Marvin, ignorant of his nick- 
name and ignorant, likewise, of the 
foundation for it. 


Halitosis (unpleasant breath) is the 
damning, unforgivable, social fault. 
It doesn’t announce its presence to 
its victims. Consequently it is the 
last thing people suspect themselves 
of having—but it ought to be the first. 

For halitosis is a definite daily 
threat to all. And for very obvious 
reasons, physicians explain. So slight 
a matter as a decaying tooth may 
cause it. Or an abnormal condition 
of the gums. Or fermenting food 
particles skipped by the tooth brush. 
Or minor nose and throat infections. 


Or excesses of eating, drinking and 
smoking. 

Intelligent people recognize the 
risk and minimize it by the regular 
use of full strength Listerine as a 
mouth wash and gargle. Night and 
morning. And between times before 
meeting others. 

Listerine quickly checks halitosis 
because Listerine is an effective anti- 
septic and germicide*® which immedi- 
ately strikes at the cause of odors. 
Furthermore, it is a powerful de- 
odorant, capable of overcoming even 
the scent of onion and fish. 

Keep Listerine handy in home and 
office. Carry it when you travel. 


. 
| Winning new users by thousands. Listerine 








Tooth Paste. The large tube 25¢ 


Take it with you on your vacation 
It is better to be safe than snubbed. 
Lambert Pharmacal Company, St. 


Louis, Mo., U.S. A. 


* Fullstrength Listerine is so safe it may 
be used in any body cavity, yet so 
powerful it kills even the stubborn 
Bacillus Typhosus (typhoid) and Sta- 
phylococcus Aureus (pus) germs in 15 
seconds. We could not make this 
statement unless we were prepared to 
prove it to the entire satisfaction of 
the medical profession and the U. S. 
Government. 
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It’s all the same to 
me—Just so I geta 


| AMEL 




















© 1929, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco 
Company, Winst Salem, N. C. 








